coyld be tha^ he did not believe So perfectly as he had in
Chiang? Canton gone, andjthen Hankow . . . ? And at
that moment the door opened and there was Chiang Kai-
shek's wife. They rose and she nodded a little to them
and said in her^quiet soft voice, 'The Generalissimo is
ready for you,' "and she led them across a room and into
the room where Chiang sat.
He rose when they entered. I-wan had not seen him
'Stand before. He looked taller now than he was, being
straight and very thin. He did not speak and they sat
down together and his wife felt of the teapot and then
poured tea into their bowls. Everything she did was done
with such a smoothness and grace that eyes could not but
follow her to see the curve of her neck and the turn of her
head and the swift accurate gestures of her hands. She
looked at her husband and he looked at her and nodded,
and then she went away and shut the door quietly.
Now they were alone with him and I-wan lifted his
eyes to him to inquire of him what he wanted.
'I have sent for you for two reasons/ Chiang Kai-shek
said without any greeting or beginning. 'The first reason
is to tell you of the death of your elder brother.'
This he said in an even strong voice and when he had
said it, he waited a moment for I-wan to comprehend it.
,r.. He could not comprehend it, indeed. I-ko dead! He
felt his blood leave his head and then rush back into it,
burning hot. He looked at his father. But he was sitting
there in his seat, his head drooped and his eyes looking
downward.                                                                  ^
'You knew this, Father?' he said ia a thick voice.
His father nodded.   'Yesterday/ he whispered.
'You will want to know how he died,' Chiang Kai-shek
said abruptly. He took up a letter from the desk and
gave it to I-wan. It was badly written upon a dirty piece
of paper, and it was in pencilled English. There was no
366